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table. She sat down and her dress settled slowly about her
feet in a white foam. Even from where he stood, ^Beckwith
could see that young Sanderson was adoring her like a dog.
She smiled and rested a hand lightly on his arm and spoke,
and he got up and began looking about the garden. Beck-
with could guess what she had said : " Find Adela, there's
a dear boy." It was at that moment that Adela surprised
him at the window. " Oh, Daddy i I'm so glad you've
come/' she said. She hooked her arm through his. " Let's
go out now, and I'll give you some tea."

" But, my dear, what are you doing indoors ?    It's your
party.'*

" Oh, no," she said, without any envy or malice at all,
but quite simply, " it's Mamma's."

He looked down sharply at this rather short plain daughter
of his, and there was suddenly a pain behind his eyes.

" Why, you goose-----" he said, and could say no more.   He

patted her arm and took her through the french window,
and he and Elizabeth, Adela and young Sanderson, somehow
crowded round the small green table, laden with sandwiches
and trifle, ice-cream, cake and fruit.

Even under the lime-tree the air burned like hot brass.
The old man stirred uneasily, half-asleep. I suppose it's like
this for Ben all the time, he thought. Sir Benjamin Beckwith.
Something to do with the administration of Bengal. And a
punkah-wallah would come and keep the fans moving.

They were all gone. Only Adrian and Adela remained
in England, and these did not bother him much. So far as
Adrian was concerned, so much the better. The old man
thought him a bore. * But he would have liked to see more
of Adela. Since her marriage her visits had been few. He
knew why. She didn't hate him. He supposed she was
incapable of hating anybody, but she had not forgiven him
for the pressure he had put on her to marry Brian Pinson.
He could only guess what had gone wrong with that marriage :
she hadn't told him a thing: but against the measuring-rod
of his own complete success in marriage he was able to sense
a disastrous failure.

It was Benjamin who had sent Brian Pinson to him.
Pinson, after leaving the university, had not spent much time